CHAPTER VII
Baccalaureus in Artilus
i LOUNGED ABOUT the front gates waiting for results
like another chronic medical who used to "lounge
about the College courts on the wait for misery and
ill-luck " one hundred and fifty odd years ago; but
he now stands immortal as bronze, in bronze, with his
contemporary Burke, before the University which
treated him so scurvily. His tutor was a savage
bully; mine is a mild palaeographist who thinks more
of rescuing papyri from camel-dung than me from
McNought. I am glad to think that Oliver Gold-
smith was a chronic medical and that, like the poet
Gray, he hated mathematics, and that, like Swift and
his companion in bronze, Burke, he barely got a B,A.
degree. Barely will do well enough for me, I thought.
If I do scrape through I will be in the company of
the great whose greatness seemingly went in inverse
ratio to the approbation of their professors. Modesty
will, of course, forbid me from going too much into
detail, but I will mention their records to my Aunt,
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